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Some rhyme, a neebor*s name to huh ; 

Some rhyme (vain thought !)for need/u* eoik ; 

Some r^fme to court the couw^a daeh^ 

An* raise a dm; 
For me, an aim / never faah ; 

J rhyme Jbrfim, 

Burns. 
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THE AUTHOR* 



PREFACE. 

A celebrated Scottish Author has said, 
«* There is at least one advantage in the po- 
etical inclination, that it is an incentive to phi- 
lanthropy. There is a certain poetic ground, 
on which a Man cannot tread without feelings 
that enlarge the heart : the causes of human 
depravity vanish before the romantic enthusi- 
asm he professes, and many who are not able 
to reach the Parnassian heights, may yet ap-* 
proach so near as to be bettered by the air oft 
the climate." 

If this be a just sentiment, what heart is 
cold as not to wish, that, like the ancient 
cilianSf we were a Nation of Poets f Fro 
an ardent love of the simple and unsCdorn 
effusions of the poets of his native countrj^, 
the Author at an early age was naturally lejd 
to imitate what he so passionately admired. 

The trifles now presented to the public m 
be found to contain little of that poetic fi 
so deeply infused into the strains of Bumi; 



VI. 



.'yet perhaps, it may be proper to remark, that 
the greater part of the following poems was 
composed, not amid the green fields and hirken 
bowers of Scotland, where the enthusiasm of 
the Bard is promoted by the wimpling of her 
bumSf and the warbling of her blackbirds; but 
amid the howling winds and blustering tem- 
pests, while the author was for several years 
employed at the blockade of Venice. But, 
with whatever courage he may have opposed 
the enemies of his country, he dreads the at- 
. lacks of fastidious Criticism. To these, how- 
ever, he is aware that every one who gives 
; his productions to the Public necessarily sub- 
[ jects himself. He courts the animadversions 
\of the fair and liberal critic ; and trusts that 
the candid will be disposed to make allowan- 
ces, and not blame with asperity, what was 
produced in situations not the most favourable 
for fostering the poetical spirit. 



Unstrutheh Wester, 1 
jMfy I5th, 1811. / 
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RETIREMENT. 



tnrENIUS of blest Retirement ! Gentle power ! 
Whose dwelling is yon lone sequestered bower, 
Come from thy branch-roofed tangled Solitude, 
And, as I ponder in my pensive mood, 
Direct my pen ! ye Muses, haste along i 
Can ye refuse when Delia claims the song ^ 
My Delia, sweet as breath of rosy morn. 
Or silver dew-drop pensile on the thorn : 
Oh ! would but Heav'n with bliss my wishes 

crown, 
That I might call the charming maid mine own. 
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And, ere old age my frame hath rendered weak^ 
And laid his chilly finger on my cheek, 
Taste the pure comforts of domestic ease, 
When Solitude has ev'ry power to please. 
Hail blest Retirement ! O, may I enjoy 
Thy soul-regaling sweets which never cloy ; 
Be mine some sheltered wood-imbower'd retreat. 
Far from the world, near thine and Fancy's seat I 
There let me sit the live-long sober day. 
Musing the hours delightfully away ; 
There may I linger, rapt in pleasing care, 
(The oak's high root, or moss-grown stone my 

chair,) 
And reap delicious joys of contemplation there: 
Nor may the foot of thoughtless vulgar men 
With step unhallowed my retreat profane ; 
My sole Companion be the Muse, to talk 
With her enraptured in my lonely walk, 



Or, if the sound of foot disturbs my shade. 
Be it thy own dear step, my lovely maid ! 

Come, come, my Delia ! fly the city's noise. 
And try with me the country's simpler joys ; 
Behold ! each tree, that lifls his top on high, 
Expands his foliage to allure thine eye ; 
Each daisy, that beside the riv'let blows. 
Courts thy fair foot to trample where it grows ; 
Each bird, that sings his discant on the tree, 
"Exerts his little powers in song for thee. 
And seems to bid thee seek the verdant haunts, 
Where ev'ry branch and ev'ry thicket chants : 
How sweet to send the never-sated eye 
Across the country's flow'ry luxury ! 
How laugh the hills exulting in their green ; 
How shines the valley's wide and various scene I 
E'en the bleak rocks, by spring's enlivening 

power 
forced into beauty, gaily sprout and flower, 
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And cowsUpfly on the crag's rude ruffian side. 
Peep from the cli£&9 and shew their pretty pride* 
The Zephyr now his airy speed foregoes, 
And seems to sleep upon the blushing rose ; 
Then, in a sofl gale gently playing, flings 
A country's fragrance from his balsam-wings. 
And fans delight around the Shepherd's brow. 
And breathes into his cheek the ruddy health- 
ful glow. 
Health! without thee our best pursuits are vain. 
And all the joys man labours to obtain ; 
But, blest with thee, e'en poverty we scorn, 
Thou ruddy daughter of the beaming morn ! 
Retirement's joys — (do not mistake the Muse, 
No hermitess is she, nor sad recluse) — 
Are only relished in the calm retreats. 
Where simple Nature lavishes her sweets ; 
Hid far from vulgar eyes, the harrassed mind 
Thinks for itself on subjects most refined. 



Imaginalion spreads her boundless wing, 
And Mem'ry traces Truth back to its spring ; 
Andy wondering at this fair creation's laws^ 
Settles delighted in the great First Caase. 

Yet thejf who«seek the shade, in hope to iind 
A pleasing refuge from a guilty mind. 
Will miss their aim :— ^Upon this truth rely. 
That from ourselves in vain we hope to fly ; 
The wise, the joys of solitude may share ; 
The weak, the vicious, find no pleasure there* 
Thou, whQ wouldst leave the busy world behind, 
Examine well the tenour of thy mind ; 
If Nature^s works seem languid to thine, eye. 
If hills delight thee not, nor azure sky. 
Forbear rash mortal ! ere the attempt be made, 
The throng wiD suit thee better than the shade ! 

How do I pity Fashion^s foolish crowd. 
Gay, ever-varying mortals, vain and proud I 

A 3 



6 

That, dancing blythe in Fortune^s sunnj way«^ 
Seek peace in theatres, in balls and plays. ;. 
And hunt for pleasure and her syren train. 
Yet live in one perpetual round of pain : 
Unlike the few who court Retirement's aid,. 
And seek the pleasures of the rural shade ; 
From Nature's purest springs their joys are 

drawn; 
Sweet is to them the verdure of the lawn ; 
Their music is the lark that, high in air, 
Sits in an amber cloud, and carols there ; 
Their theatre is all the world abroad. 
Sky, ocean, hill, and dale, each lovely work ( 

God! 
Such are the scenes that please the rural few 
Such are the scenes that ever charm a-new ^ 
For Nature's aspect thro' the varied year,, 
To all her votaries will still be dear ; 



Whether the Spring with flow'rets gems the plain, 
Or florid Summer wantons in her train. 
Or Autumn loads the vallies with her store, 
Or surly Winter lifts his churlish roar. 

Come then, Retirement, let me seek thy bower! 
There let me spend each late, each early hour ; 
Soon, as the sun shall tinge the orient sky. 
From sleep's soft silken fetters let me fly ; 
And, as at morn I take my walks abroad, 
Join God's creation in a hymn to God r 
Shall man, whose soul with reason's lucid ray 
Is all illumined into mental day, 
Shall he, while ev'ry minstrel of the grove 
Joins in full chorus to the* God of love. 
Stand idly mute amid the tuneful throng, 
Nor lift his voice to swell the gen*^ral song ? 
No — while each object here devoid of art 
Draws forth the pure affections of the heait, 

A i 
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Man foremost in the throng shall raise his Toice, 
To praise that Power who bids the world rejoice. 
From walks like these, the still-enlarging mind 
Expands into benevolence refined. 
And in a generous love embraces human kind: 
For look around — ^whatever meets the eyes 
Has power or to instruct, or tranquillize ; 
The flowers and shrubs are books where all maj 

read 
The power of him that beautifies the mead ; 
The running brooks are sermons to declare 
How fleeting, frail, and fugitive we are ; 
Each tree that throws his leafy arms on high^ 
As if desirous to embrace the sky. 
Fails not t* instruct us like a faithful friend. 
Whither our wishes and our hopes should tend. 
When evening comes, mild Contemplation's hour. 
What heart but owns the magic of its power I 
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Or who can see the broad-orb'd sun decline. 
And yet forget that power who makes him shine! 
Lo! as he sinks in western seasiafar. 
Celestial beauty dances round his car ! 
Bright as the sheeny robes which angels wear. 
How swim the light clouds in the gaudy air, 
Dispreading o'er the skies their glbt'ring fleeces 

fair! 
How glow the yellow-coloured hills, that seem 
To lift their heads more high to catch the beami 
While on their sides the waving woods, behold ! 
Change their high leafy greenness into gold : 
Till, disappearing with the Source of light, 
These vivid beauties vanish from the sight. 

Now darkness draws her sable curtains round, 
And the rapt soul is lost in thought profound ; 
O happy hour, to meditation dear, 
The hour that only fools and villains fear i 
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When sage Reflection says, or ought to say: 
What have you done? How have you spent the < 
The good man, conscious he has done his b( 
With heart approving, lays him down to res 
Light pleasing visions play around his head, 
And guards angelic watch his sacred bed ! 
Not so the man of dark and guilty mind, 
Whom ties of blest Religion cannot bind ; 
And who, when evening comes, or hour of pra 
Ne'er ask& his conscience what is doing thei 
And, tho' for years to ev*ry vice a prey". 
Has never learned to cry, <^ I've lost a day !" 
He roots Reflection from his torpid breast. 
And to his bed retires, but not to rest ; 
For hideous forms before his fancy roll, 
And spectres haunt and ^ harrow up his sou 
But turn, my Delia, hither turn thy view 
To scenes more pleasing to the godlike few. 
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Where Nature's prospects wide extended Tie^ 
And no temptation lures the wand'ring rye ;^ 
Where innocence and virtue lead the way. 
And bliss domestic crowns each happy day. 

Domestic happiness ! chief wish of all 
That have despised Ambition* s frantic call, 
Who, wise retiring from the worldly strife-. 
Glide unperceived a-down the stream of life. 
Just placed above the reach of Fortune's frown, 
With joy familiar, tho' to courts unknown. 

Thus some small brook pours its pure stream 
along. 
Thro' shrubs and flowers, tho' quite unknown in 

song; 
Unseen it wanders down the untrodden glen. 
Shunning the gaze of busy thoughtless men ; 
The humble shepherd only marks its course, 
Nor tray'ller from afar enquires its source. 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



MR DAVID SILLARy IRVINE. 



Thisjreedom in an unkno^amjrien^^ 

I pray excuse. 

Burns. 



Will Bums* late frien' an* bosom cronie 
List to my lays, tho' far frae bonnie ? 
Will he, wha lives fu' cuth an' snug. 
To a poor Wand'rer lend his lug ? 
Wha langsyne left his native plains, 
(Land o' ait cakes, an' cantie strains,) 
An' ventured on the pathless ocean. 
In hopes o' honour, fame, promotion ;•— 
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Let. Cynics dull, this passion blaaie^ 

Wha wouMna wish to leave — a, name! 

Will hOy wha strays 'mang hiHs an' woods ; 

List to a Rh3rmer on the floods, 

Whar Adria pours her foetmin' tides^ 

An' swift the stately vessel glides, 

Near rough rude mountains theek'd wi'snaw, 

That simmer suns can hardly thaw, 

Whar savage beasts prowl for thefr prey. 

An' men almost as wild as they ! — 

Yet sometimes am I wafted o'er^ 

Near famed Italians flowery shore. 

Where all the Muses sung of yore ; 

But fient a ane e'er visits me ; 

Ablins they dinna like the sea ! 

An' hark ye, lad, (tho' dinna teU,) 

They like it nae war than mysel ! 

For, gin I cou'd but better do, 

Saut water ne'er shou'd weet my shoe. 
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But, Dwdej liy in twa-three year, 
i^eace shou'd return ilk heart to cheer^ 
Back to Auld Scotia quick I'll flie. 
Her cakes an' Usquebae to prie ; 
The auld thaok house I'll deed ance mair. 
An'* whiten weel the outer stair. 
And mak' the inside snug an' bien. 
For weel I like to see things clean j 
An' nae attention shall be spar'd. 
To cultivate the green kail-yard; 
I'll plant my cabbage an' potatoes. 
An' be anither Cindnnatus ! 
Nae mair shall Turkish, turban'd lown # 
Pelt me wi' stanes out o' his town ; * 

* The Author and another officer belonging* to his Ma- 
jesty^s ship UniU\ having strayed into a remote part of the 
city of Constantinople, were pelted with stones by some 
«f the inhabitants. 
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The Fifim plain, the Firth o* Forth^ 
Shall bind me to the hardy North. 
Tho' here they boast the clustering vine. 
An' fill their goblets high wi' wine, 
Tho' bounteous Ceres swells their sheaves^ 
Poor devils ! at the best, they're slaves ! 

O leeze me on thee, Scotia auld ! 
Tho' gowks may say ye're bleak an' cauld^ 
Your soil, be' t e'er sae thin or bare, 
Fair Freedom's plant ay blossoms there ; 
Your mountains too are steep^ an' hie, 
Yet on their taps there grows a tree 
Whase sacred name is — Libertie ! 
An' tho' our bev'rage is but whisky. 
Thank G — d, we drink it free an' frisky; 
An' tho' we pay right weel in axes, 
Nae Tyrant e'er our purse-neck raxes ; 
Our barley-fields, then, wha'd resign 
To live a slave aneath a vine ? 
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Gif 1* the warid lurks sic a knave. 
He weel deserves to be a slave ! 

Your cronie Will is hale an* weel^ 
Dealin' his blister, drug, an' peel ; 
In short, we'd be ill aff without him ; 
He's nae Sangrado tricks about him, 
Nor like Joclc Hornbook i' the Clachan, 
Wha set e'ien Death himsel' a-laughin' ; 
But he wi* care o' ilka creature 
Aids an' assists auld Madam Nature; 
An' Nature, Davicy let me tell, 

» 

Is nae bad Doctor o' hersel'. 

I'm unco proud to ca' him frien'. 

An' aft we walk the deck at e'en. 

There aften, to beguile the time, 

I rant him owre a blaud o' rhyme, 

IVae qhiels wha weel cou'd tune the reed^ 

An' still delight us, tho' they're dead ; 
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An' sometimes, whan our humonr's frisky, 
I nme owre ** The effects o* Whisky.*'* 

How Tuncan set the flowin' sail. 
An' spread it wide to catch the gale. 
But, swiggin' deeply at the Tankard^ 
Tarmel forgot the boat was anchored ; 
Sae tossed an' tumbled a^ the night,. 
Which put the Packman in a fright ; 
Whan momin' cam', they gae a gim. 
An' drew on board *• the grapple aim," 
An' tauld poor Tarn, — " tho* we tid try 
*• Our poats no* learn to sail when ty !" — 

Sometimes auld Scotia is our theme. 
An' a* the frien*s we left at hame ; 
That subject never fails to please^ 
What airt soever bla's the breeze ; 

* « .TnncaA and Tonnel, or the Effiects o' WhiskyJ^ a 
Tale> writteo by Mr Sillar. 

B 
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Oude keep them a' frae -want an' Jiarai, 
•We aflen pray wi' hearts fu' warm.: 
For TFiUie is (tho' somewhat bluff), 
A piece o* Nature's sterling stuff 
An*, for his frien*s an' Country's weel. 

Wad brave, Gude save's ! the vera Diel. 

When Storms arise, and wild winds blonf , 
We often " stagger to and fro ;" 
Oft, while the sons of lux'ry sleep. 

We " view the wonders of the deep ;" 
Wlien o'er our heads fly dark t^iick clouds. 
And howling winds roar thro' the shrouds. 
The vessel hangs high on the wave. 
Then sinks— as in a yawning grave ; 
Anon she mounts, — and reels amain 
On the huge wave — ^then sinks again.; 
When billows threaten to o'erwhelm 
The Seamen at the guiding helm. 
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With steady care the ship control. 
So firm and dauntless is each soul ! 
Ofl, in its drearest darkest form. 
Have I enjoyed the rising Storm ; 

Beheld the waves roll mountain-high, 
Commix with clouds, and cleave the sky ; 
The mind then quits mean things below, 
And fbels Devotion's wannest glow ; 

Upward the raptured soul ascends 
To him, who rides on viewless winds, 
Who bids the raging ocean roar, 
And foaming lash the rocky sliore ; 
Who sends the whirlwind fierce abroad, 
And stills the tempest with a nod ! 

» » ^ # * « 



f/. Af . Shij) Units, Adriaticyl 
December Slsfy \SOS, j 
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STANZAS 

ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 



^nS three years now, and somewhat im 
Since first I lefl my native shore. 
And many a clime I've wandered o'er 

My Deli 

• 
No foreign shore has charms for me 

Tho' distant climes or realms I see 

•* My heart untravell'd turns to thee" 

My Deli 

When roving on a foreign strand. 
What chord unseen, what magic band. 
Still draws me to my native land. 

My Delia 
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Say, is it friendship's sacred tie. 
Or love's magnetic sympathy ? 
For here we view a purer sky. 

My Delia, 

'Here Nature spreads her. bounteous vine. 
And fills the cup with gen'rons wine, 
Where many a Belle is styled divine. 

My DeUa. 

Still let them boast a face more fair, 

A finer shape, a nobler air. 

Yet sure they want thy virtues rare. 

My Deliiu 

What signifies a snow-white skin, 
A rosy cheek, a dimpled chin^ 

If destitute of worth within, 

My Delia? 
B 3 



23 

Beauty's bright blaze may charm the eyes, 
And strike the gazer witii surprise. 
But Yirtue lives when beauty dies,. 

My Delia ! 

While on life's sea tempestuous driven. 
Virtue's »plant to mortals given,. 
Which buds on earth, but blooms in heaven, 

My Delia. 

Life's stormy ocean safely past, 
Virtue shall feel no with'ring blast ; 
In heaven we'll happy be at last. 

My Delia*. 



tfiditerranean^ March \ 
lOth, 1809. J^ 
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EPISTLE. 

TO- 

Major Genbral Burn 

Of the Roifol Marines, 
WITH SOME POEMS. 



SiRy I have sent you here, I think, . 
Enough o' my poor crambo-clink ; 
Yet, gif you like it, — in a blink,. 

I'll send you mair ; 
As lang's I've paper, pen, an' ink, 

I've rhyme to spare* 
Rapt into extacy sublime, 
I early felt the charm o' rhyme ; 
Then I began (tho' rude) to chime ; 

It ga'e me pleasure, 
Sae snoovHawa withouten timey 

Or even measure. 
B 4* 
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My Mither tongue can best impart. 
To me the language o' the heart ; 

Its uncouth phrase^ devoid of art. 

Has charms for me ; 
Ilk word comes piercin' like a dart, 

Wi* fun and glee* 
But you, sae lang an' fitr frae hame. 

Its simple Doric sound may blame. 
An' think my numbers unco lame. 

An far frae clever ; — 
Shall I o* Scotu^s tongue think shame ? 

Na, never, never ! 
In you, respected Sir, I view, 
The Soger an"* the Christian too. 
Ay to your Country's service true. 

By pen an' swoid; 
But soon I hope you'll bid adieu 

To war abhor'd ! 
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An* war, I trust, wi' a* her train^ 
IViU soon be banished frae tlie plain ; 
Then absent friends will meet again 

In social glee. 
The stoup an* bicker baith to drain 

O* barley bree 1 

Whan friends an' lovers a' shall meet, 
Wi* joy unfeigned they'll ither greet ^— ■ 
The thought o't makes my heart to beat. 

Inspires my sang ! 
Peace, wi' her olive branch sae sweet. 

Shall come ere lang. 
The hardy Sailor, bauld as Mars, 
<jif ance he were come frae the wars, 
Wi* pride will show his cuts an* scars, 

An' fired wi' rage. 
Will tell how yet again he dares 

The foe engage ! 
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The Soldier, left to rove at large, 

( Safe in his pouch, his wished discharge, 

Will lay aside the sword and targe. 

An' plough or sow, 
Wliile only in his dreams he'll charge 

The desp'rate foe. 
But stop, my Muse, nor flee sae high. 
Come down again, an' heave a sigh 
Of heart-consoling sympathy. 

For those wha weep, 
Wi' bitter grief an' teary eye. 

For frien's asleep /-^ 
Whane'er you leave the martial field. 
An' quit the sword for Gospel shield. 
Will you come here and tak' a bield, . 

Frae noise apart, 
Wi* Christian Panoply weel steel'd 

'Gainst ev'ry dart I 
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Come,, view ance mair your native place ; 
The scenes o' youth wi' rapture trace ; 
Auld time nae doubt has changed their face. 

Thro* length o' years ; 
Yet here ber standard meek-eyM Peace 

Delighted rears. 
The scenea you loved in life's gay morn ; 
Thro* KeiPs * romantic den unshorn,, 
Deckt wi* the spink an* sweet hawthorn, 

Wi* pleasure range ; 
Tho* age wi* altered e*e will mourn 

Some seemin* change. 
The bosom friends of early days 
Are scattered many diff*rent ways ; 
Few, few are left,— Death ever sway» 

His iron rod ; 

The young, may fa*, — ^the auld he lays 

Aneath the sod ! 

\ A small romantic glen near Largo in Fifeekii-e. 
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But why begin a pensive strain ?••— ■ 
Man surely was na made in vain , — 
Why some are ta'en, why some remain^ 

Will yet appear ; 
Goody friendly, social, honest men 

Ha*e nought to fear. 
While morn succeeds the darksome nighty 
While Nature rins her round aright, 
While burning Phoebus flaming bright, 

^hall cheer the day. 
Till death at length shall close my sight. 

Yours, Charles Gray. 



Anstrufher^ 
Dec. 1801 



•} 
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AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS, 

Intended to have been spoken at Anstruther, 
the 2lst of February 1810, on a Play being 
performed therefor the benefit of the Poor. 



True — " Charity begins at home/* — You're 
right — 
But yet, thank God, she walks abroad to-night ; 
Wisely from such old saws, my friends, depart. 
Oh! open wide, but never shut the heart ; 
The poor man's mite not arrogantly given. 
Finds favour in th' all-seeing eye of Heaven, 
And 'tis the same, I think, if Anster's poor 

Are helped at Kirk-style, or at Play-house door f 
Let him rejoice, whose heart, begirt with steel. 
Another's woes or wants can never feel ; 
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Xet him rejoice*— he heeds not misery's groan— - 
His pleasures, like his. gold, are all his own 1 
When winter pinches hard the starving poor^ 
'Gainst them he bars his iron-studded door; 
^'een blows the wind, down comes the drench- 
ing rain ; 
There Poverty may knock,— hut knock in vain ! 
Fur-clad he sits — bright blaze his evening fires. 
While sad and slow pale poverty retires. 
Retires to sheds where want her vigils keeps ; 
^o reveling there — ^withgrief «he wails -and weeps, 
Chinky the walls,— on straw she tries to sleep. 
While round her whirls the snow, in maQy a 
drifted heap! 
Is there a soul beneath this roof to-night. 
Who has refused to Poverty the mite ? 
Not one — ^to-night you are assembled here, 
IFrom Misery's eye to wipe the scalding tear ; 



ai 

Of -frail old age to smooth the rugged path. 

Support it on, and cheer the bed of death ! 

Poor is the man who never did bestow 

A mite to Poverty, a sigh to Woe ; 

Who never felt — ^what cannot be expressed— 

A gen'rous something glowing in his breast ; 

But, cursed with riches and a barbarous heart. 

Clenched his cold hand forgetful to impart ! 
Far richer he who from his scanty store, 
Gives with a sigh, and wishes it were more ! 
Had Heaven designed in this our mortal static 

To make mankind at once all rich and great, 
Then sorrow-soothing Pity, like a dove, 
Had ne'er descended from the realms above ; 
Then Sympathy, and all the heaven-born traift 
Of finer feelings had been given in vain ; 
Man then inanimate as stone or wood. 
Had lost ** tke luxury of doing jjood;** 
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And Heaven in vain had lent jts bgimdleu 
store : — 




We pity not the rich — ^but helpless poor I 

And sure this night, the tongue of withered age 

Shall bless jou, good folks ! and shall thank the 

stage : — 
We too are grateful for each favour past. 
And trusty the impression will forever last; 
Permit us then to wish, before we go^ 
That none here present e'er may taste of woe ; 
Still be the dower of ev'ry Anster heart. 
The warm, divine ambition, to impart ; 
And still (what, Sirs, I really think no worse is) 
Swoln and expanded be the Anster purser ; 
And ne'er be wanting, to refresh the body. 
Both roast and boiled, and seas of whisky toddy r 
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EPISTLE TO P. A. H. 
Sent mth a va(||pi^ of Poems the Author had 

borroxved. 



Sir, I*ve returned your rhymin' ware, , 
And hope that you will lend me mair, , 

As soon as this is landet ; . 
But, why youVe come na here yoursel'i', 
Is something that I canna tell; , 

Or dinna understand it : 
Does Winter, wi* her guriy train 

O' pinchin' frost an* sna,* 
Loud roarin' wind, an' drenchin' rain, , 
Keep you sae lang awa ? 
But you lad, it*s true, lad. 
Are ablins pressed for time ; 
Then I now, shall try now 
To spin some raplock rhyme. 
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Whane*er Rob Burns comes i* my hand, 
'My crambo-jingle a' maun stand, 

I tine a' self conceit ; 
I fling my pen in silence by. 
An* rise— or in a rapture cry, 

« 

" Wha like thee, Bumsy can write ?*' 
Weel skilled the magic wand to wield 

Out owre the human heart, 
A' Scotia* s Bards to him maun yields 
He*8 nature without art ! 
Yet linkin*, an' clinkiti*, 
I tag the tither line ; 
Tho' huffed at, an' cuffed at. 
By a' the famous Nine. 

A toom pouch an' a ragget costt^ 
Is unco aft the Poet's lot. 
An' miseries in store;; 
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But yet they've pleasures liere below^ 
An* joys the Miser ne'er can'knoW, 

Wi' a' his yellow ore ; 
The Poet casts his rovin* een, 

Owre Nature's broad expanse ; 
Admires ilk rude, ilk lovely scene, 
Wi' mony a raptured glance ; 
Flowers springin', birds singin', 
The mountains, vales, and trees. 
The ocean, in motion. 
His roamin' fancy please.-— 

Say ye ray friend, what's earthly bliss:? 
Is it the lover's raptured kiss, 

Or is it makin' gear ? 
Or is it faithless Fortune's smile. 
Or is it ay to drudge an toil, 

And never ance forbear ? 

C2 
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T)ie Lover thinks't his fav'rite laasp 

The Miser warldly gear, 
Qut baith o' them do ail prove fause ; — 
*Tis live while we are here. 
For Fprtin's sae sportin'. 
She hide's na' wi' the best ; 
An* drudgin'y an* grudgin', , 
Is war than a^ the rest 1 

I*;think KiBg Solomon, the wise, ^ 
Some whar' gies us this guid advice, , 

" Let man enjoy his ain ; 
For what he has sae toughly wrought, . 
Let him eat, drink, an' want for nought; 

Pleasure should follow pain !" 
He found that wisdom was much grie^ . 

Tliat knowledge was but madness ; 
When leamin' brought him nae relief, 

A bottle brought him gladness. 
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When foousin% carousin, 
Man gies his mind to mirth ; 
While nappy, he's happy. 
As onie King on earth. 

Then, as Auld Horace sagely sung, 

Seize ye the joy whan ye are young« 

Nor heed poor sordid cash ; 

But prize ilk hour that passes hy; 

Ablins the niest ane ye may die ^ 

For owre-come then ne'er fash :-^ 

Do yoo, my friend, while you are here, 

O' life's sma pleasures taste, 

An' ne'er heap up poor warld's gear,-^ 

Enough's as guid's a feast ; 

For gold Sir, I'm told, Sir, 

Wou'd but encrease our care, 

Had we that, you'd see that. 

We'd ay be wantin' mair. 
C*3 
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Now, sin^you wear the Gaugin*' Stickp- 
See that you keep to honour strick, 

An' wrang nae honest body ; 
But to sma dealers ay be good, 
Wha strive to mak' a livelihood, 

By sellin* Gin an* toddy ; j' 

An* should you stumble on a Stelly. \ 

Ne*er try to get a cleek o*t ; 
Gang by — an* nerer fash yoursel*^ 
E'en tho^you see the reek o*t : 
Auld Fifcy man, has life, man, 
Whan fed wi' barley wasb.; 
*Tis killin*, distillin* 
Frae turnips an' sic trash I 

*Tis mshin^'time — a guid New- Year, 
Sound health, hale banes, aye routh o' cheei 

■ 

A heart balth warm an' light !. 
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May care an* want keep far awa', 
While weel-timed daffin* fills your ha% 

The lee-lang winter night ! 
What tho' the bitter north wind bla,* 

An* whistle thro* the trees ? 
Guid cheer will fleg the frost awa,* 
Your heart will never freeze^ 
W^hile drinkin*, nor thinkin,* 
*Bout either care or cauld ; 
But tasting an' feasting,. 
As guid folk did o' auld ! ■ 



Anstruthevy January y\ 
Ut, 1802. J 



C 4. 
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VERSES 

Written in a state of Melancholy. 



Winter ! I love thy rigid reign, 
Tho* piercing be the cold, 

When all our rivers form a plain 
Of hardened icy mould ; 

The Robin^ driven by the wind. 
Hops round from tree to tree ; 

But ah ! no shelter can he find. 
And flies at last—to me ! 

'Ye little songsters of the grove ! 

No more I h^ar your strains, 
Which breath'd the very soul of love, 

When summer deckt the plaias. 
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How bright did life's gay spring-time pass^ 
While chanting Julians praise ; 

But it is winter now, das ! 
In summer of my days ! 

The short liv'd day, the lowering sky, 

The naked leafless trees. 
The howling storm, that rages hi^. 

My gloomy fancy please. 

In all its fury let it blow, 
^Gainst my defenceless head ; 

With wind, and hail, and sleet, and snow. 
Since Nature's self seems dead ! 

But Nature will revive again, 
The birds will cease to mourn ; 

Spring will return to deck the plain,-— 
—Will Julia too return ?— 
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A PASTORAL. 

ON THE DEATH OF BURNS, 



Wkase Sangs toill ay in Scotland be rever^d^ 

While slow-gauyi otosen turn thejhtv'ri/ stoaird ; 

While honnie lammies lick the detos o' springs 

While gaudsmen ivhistle^ or while birdies si?ig. 

Fergusson. 



Ye Shepherds, so harmless and gay ! 

Whose sports each lone moment beguile, 
Let this be remarked as a day, 

No pastime shall force you to smile ; 
For Robin^ who sung in the vale. 

And play*d with such skill on fhe reed, 
(I weep while I tell you the tale,) 

Oh ! your much lov'd Shepherd— is dead ! 



4S 

Sfure sorrow the eyes must bedeir 

Of ev*ry gay nymph on the plain ;• 
Their gambols no more they'll renew^ 

Since dead is their favourite swain ; 
Sweet sounded- his {pipe thro^ the grove> 

In a strain never equal 'd before ; 
Our Nobles the Shepherd did love. 

And in dirges his death will deplore*. 

Oh ! hadihe still foUow'd the plough^ 
J ' Nor wandered- from, shepherds afar^ 
( 'Twas then he bade temperance adieu, . 
'■ Tho' virtue with vice was at war ;) 
We still had been blest with our swain. 

And Poets his praise would have sung,. 
Tho' none could have equal'd his Mrain, 

So charmingly sweet was his tongue !. 
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f 

His BOngd were unpolish'd by art. 

And Nature pervaded the whole ; 
They must strike-for they came from the hetrt, 

Ab the genuine flow of the souL 
Our rivers shall live in his lay. 

Our hills shall exult in their green^ 
Our groves shall be flowery for aye. 

Our rocks shall re-echo his Jema ! 

His faults let no Shepherd proclaim ; 

They were seen, but his virtues were hid : 
How few e'er their neighbour would blame. 

If they look'd at themselves ere they did ! 
His lyrics have gained him applause, 

High up in the Temple of Fanoe ; 
And Time is espousing his cause, 

•And engraving still deeper his name ! 
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THE MUSE,. 

IN IMITATION OF BURN0., 



The Muse, na^ Poet ever fond her^ , 

Tin by himsel* he learned to ivandeTf 

Ardofvon some trotting burn*s meanderp . 

And no think lang ; ? 

Qtfweetf to stray' an^ pensive ponder 

A heartfelt sang I 

Burns. 



As down on Dreela^s braes I strayed, . 
Whan e'en had wrapt the warld in shade ; 
Tlie wind sough'd calmly thro' the glade ; 

The bick'rin' burn 
Im curlin' eddies gently played, 

Wi' pleasin' mourn. . 
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The bright moon now had left the seas, 
Her rays light glented 'mang the trees, 
Whase leaves scarce rustled wi' the breeze; 

These a* conjoined 
Did strive in diff'rent ways to please 

My pensive mind. 
I threw me on the swaird to rest ; 
An anxious sigh stole frae my breast, 
To think how some chiels are caressed. 

In Fortune's lap, 
"While some poor Devils are oppressed 

Wi' fell mishap. 
I thought upo' the'Bardie clan, 
Maist feckless o* the sons o* Man, * 
'Wha live, poor sauls ! without a plan 

To guide them by, 
.An' seldom honour'd in our Ian' 

Until they die. 
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•I thought upo' the Fifan plain 
As yet unsung in tunefu' strain; 
I in a high degree was fain 

My skill to try; 
But Fear my hand did still restrain, 

I knew not why. 
Ae thought did much my bosom pain ; 
Rob Fergussorif in tauntin' strain, 
Wi* a* the pride o* high disdain 

Mak's his verse run<^— 
•« Fife is the most unhallow'd plain 

Beneath the sun !'• 
He says we've night without a morn, 
•Onf mirth by ghastly Fear is torn, 
And here Hypocrisy hath borne. 

Her filthy standard ;— -> 
.O wow ! in what sad place forlorn, 

Cou'd he hae wander'd? 
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I took my pipe an* swore an aith, 
That I wad bla gin I had breath, 
Till Scotia shou'd hear b' the skaith 

That Rob had done, 
Altho' he flittet was by Death, 

Ayont the moon. 
But hardly had I tun'd my reed, 
When a' my frame was seized wi* dread, 
I powerless grew — an' cauld as lead. 

An' quickly fand. 
The pipe ha'f lifted to my head 

Drap frae my hand I 
I ey'd it wi' a dumb despair, 
Hafflins resolv'd to touch't nae mair. 
Whan up the braes wi' sprightly air. 

Came trippingly 
A plaid-clad, taU, majestic fair, 

Full in mine eye ! 
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Her curlin' locks waved wi* the wfndy 
Her mantle flowed down loose behind ; 
I took her for my Jessie kind, 

Sae sweety sae fair, 
Wha had to raise vay drooping mmd. 

Come linkin' there^ 
But whan some nearer hand she drew^ 
Skippin' alang the new fa^n dew^ 
An* I her form cou'd fairly view j- 

Wi' look profound 
I started up, an' made a bow 

Low to the ground^ 
Wi' sma' inspection I cou'd trace 
Youth's rosy bloom upon her facfe, 
Marked with a keen, yet pleasing grace. 

Her piercin* eye 
Rolled o'er the vast unbounded space' 

Of earth and sky*. 

D 
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I gazed-^stonished at the sight. 
An' maist had swoon'd awa wi' fright ; 
For round her gleamed a radiant light| 

While in her han* 
She held apipe as ivory bright 

An* thus began : 

** No longer mourn in plaintive strain. 
These mean invectives 'gainst thy plain ; 
Come, take this pipe, thy rights maintain; 

I'll aid thy lays, 
^ Tin echoes a' resound again 

Fife^s weel sung praise 
** This slender reed do not refuse. 
But spurn such mean, such weak abuse. 
As far below the Scottish Muse ; 

Make truth thi/ test. 
And ne^er admit as an excuse 

The laugh or jest. 
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** When Spring- walks forth wi' modest mien. 
Arrayed in robes of lovely green, 

I see thee steal awa unseen, 

Frae *mang the crowd. 
To wander by the bum at e*en 

That babbles loud. 
** In Summer when the sun shines high. 
And Thunder rolls alang the sky, 
TTiro* which the vivid lightnings fly 

Frae pole to pole, 
I see thy heav'n-inverted eye 

Up thither roll. 
** When Autumn, crowned wi* yellow cora, 
Does ilka haugh an' vale adorn, 

I see thee seek yon aged thorn. 

Ere yet the sun 

Has smil'd upon the dewy morn. 

Or toll's begun* 

D 2 
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" And often, in the Wintry sides, 

Whaii clouds on clouds like mountains rise;,. 

] see thee view them with surpriise 

And reverent awe, 
While frae their taps wild furious flies 

The blindin' snaw, 
** Vre marked thy footsteps mony a time;, 
(Ere thou couldst vent thy thoughts in 

rhyme,) 
Ga^in* upon these scenes sublime 

In silent mood. 
Which stole at length into a chime. 

Artless and rude. 

** Whan first the fair caught thy young eye, 

And made thy ardent pulse beat high. 
With fond impatience thou wou'dst try 

To sing their praise ; 

Well pleased ta hear thee, I was nigh, 

And marked thy lays. 
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•* Tho*, for sometime it flowed uncouth. 
Rude as the first attempts of youth. 
Ere lang it did thy passions soothe. 

And cool thy flame ; 
Well pleased, I saw thee grasp at Truth 

Instead of Fame ! 
** Then persevere — nor think it hard. 
That some should scorn the name of Bard ; 
What tho* their favours thou ne'er shared. 

The meltin* strain 
Is sure to bring it's own reward, 

In soothin' pain. 
** The sons of Mammpn never know 

What joys the Muse has to bestow ; 
Their sordid souls aye grov'ling low 

With base desire. 
They never feel their bosoms glow 

With hallowed fire< 
D 3 
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<* The Genius of thy native isle 
Hath sent this pipe to ease thy toil. 
Whan Care, law-broodin% sits the while 

Upo* thy brow ;** . 
Shis spoke,>--aod, with a cheerhi' smile, 

Awa she flew! — 
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EPISTLE. 

TO 

LIEUT. W TH- 

Royal N'avy, 

On his leaving His Majesty^ s Ship Unite. 

WITH 80MB 80XOS OF. THB AUTHOR's.- 



>* 



Dear D — e ! for thee these songs Pve pen'd ^ 
Then pray accept them as a friend. 
Supposing still th' oXSl adage true. 
That real friends are very few ; 
Or, as some nameless Author says,, 
That interest human actions sways, 
JFor howe'er Fame men's praises sound,, 
Some selfish* motives may be found. 
Haply to fill with pelf the purse ; 

Or,, that denied, perhaps a worse. 

D 4t 
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The rich, the poor, are just the same ; 
All like to play a winning game ; 
In short, let men say what they will, 
'Tis vile Self-int'rest rales them still ! 

Supposing, as I said before, 
That interest sways all less or more, 
It would appear most strange to thee 
To say, that I was wholly free ! 
And, since I've got some time to spare, 
1*11 tell you what my motives are, 
Thes^ two years past we've been together. 
In sunny and in stormy weather ; 

And tho', before, to each a stranger. 
We've had some fun and faced some danger ; 
We've eat and drank at the same board. 
But seldom been as " drunk's a Lord" ; 
We've walked and talked, we've laughed 

and smiled, 
.And thus full many an hour beguiled ; 
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Atid (sweet reflection) both can say. 

We've always lived in UnitSJ 

And, as tis matter of debate. 

Oft why we love or why we hate. 

This line at once my motive ends, 

** Pray place me on your list of Friends !*' 

And when you've reached old Albion'sshore;, 

And from the land hear ocean's roar, 

Where friend meets friend, and each fuU 

heart 
Is anxious something to impart, 
When all around is mirth and glee, 
O will you ever think of me ? 
Or, will you ever call to mind 
Those friends you now must leave behind i 
Where Venice* turrets, tow'r, and tree. 
Seem peering from the chrystal sea ; 
And distant Alps appear to th' eye 
Rising to pierce the cloudless sky, 
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AndlliruBt t^eir isnowy lieads above 
Into the glitt'ring courts of Jove, 
While from their sides the Borahs blow. 
Chilling the verdant world below ! 

Yes! these weak strains perhaps may last. 
When all the joys that gild the past. 
And all we did, and all we wrought, 
By treacherous Mem'ry is forgot ; 
And turning to some friend, you'll say 
These are the rhymes of Charles Gray^ 
Whom fancy led to quit the throng. 
And oft devote the hour to song ! 
What tho' my language may appear 
Unpleasing to an English ear ? 
Some homely phrase uncouth may sound 
To them who've ne'er trod Scottish ground; 
Yet strains, tho' destitute of art, 
Steal warmer o'er the softened heart 
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ThaHi pompous periods^ round and fuU^. 
Deep laboured in some learned skull i 

O sweet are Scotia^s lyric strains. 
When chanted by her nymphs and swains 1 
8ofi. as the winds at ev'hing'fr close. 

When dew hangs on the blushing rose; 
Soft as the tinkling summer rill,, 
Wand'ring adown the mossy hill ; 
Soil as a female lover's sigh, 
Beneath her watchful Guardian's eye ;, 
Sweet as the thrush's various note,. 
Wild warbled thro' its little throat; 
Sweet as the early sky-lark's strain. 
When Spring walks tiptoe o'er the plain f 
More plaintive than the blackbird's song, 
When ev'ning stills the choral throng ; 
More mournful than' the nightingale. 
When not a whisper stirs the vale; 
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4ls simple as thexuckoo's lay, . 
Heard from the wood at close of day,;; 
Or angels harps when martyrs die, » 
Heard chiming from the balmy sky ! 

Perhaps you'll say — they^re old and plain^ 
Yet still they boast a native vein ; 
From vile conceit and quaintness free, 
They're Nature and Simplicity 1 

Not all her lays thus sofr and plain ; 
Sometimes she breathes a wilder strain ; 
Strong as the winds resistless sweep. 
Rousing the billows of the deep ; 
Strong as the wintry torrents roar, 
Red-rushing to the rocky shore, 
The captive soul is borne along 
By the resJistless flood of song ! 

If ever love my lays inspired. 
Or friendship e'er my bosom fired ; 
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If from my path Pve chanced to stray,, 

And plucked a wild flower in my way ;. 

Or, if my fancy ever drew 

Some little sketch to Nature true. 

Read, read, my friend ! and if you find 

Some kindred feeling touch thy mind,. 

Some secret sympathy of soul 

Steal o*er thy heart without control,. 

Myself congratulate shall I 

On my small skill in poesy ; 

E'en happy when I dare aspire. 

To catch " one spark of Nature's fire ;'^ 

Methinks, tho' artless be my strain, 

I have not wove my rhymes in vain, ' 

If they have soothed a moment's pain* 



. *• 



H» M. Ship UnitS^ Adriaiicy\ 
\th March,, 1807, i 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

W T , Anstruther, 

'On the Authtyr^s first arrival in Edinburgh, 



AuLD Reekie ! ivale o' ilka town 
That Scotland kens beneath the moon J 

Fergussok. 



Thanks for your letter, winsome WUlie ! 

IVe seldom seen a better ; 
'Tho' I maun say't, ye coxin' billies 

I muckle doubt you flatter ; 
O' rhymes sae smooth, I'll no ill will ye. 

But, sin' I am your debtor, 
^' OfFloof* ye'se^et a scrift (tho' silly) 

O* my poor rhymln^ tilatter. 

This vera daj; 
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Lad ! ye may baoldly brag o' favours 

Frae a' the tunefu' Nine; 
While I maun scribble down my haver^ 

Without plan or design ; 
Your fly in* Pegasus' endeavours 

Aboon a' words are fine ; 
But listen to my clish-ma-claver8« 

I'm mounted upo' mine 

To ride this day. 
Gude safe us ! man, how I did glowr 

Whan I cam* here awa ; 
As sure as three an' ane mak' four. 

The like you neter saw ! 
But how shall I described in verse, 

Amid sic noise an' hurlin' ? 
My Muse may skreigh till ti^'ed an' hearse, 

Mid carts an' coach-wheels whirlin^ 

Loud, loudf this daj« 
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Tet sin' my pen's aniang the ink, 
Tho* I've been short time here, 
I e'en maun tell you what I think 

O' a' this noise an' steer ; 
I scarcely could believe my een. 
The first time that I saw 

A street, a mile o' length, I ween, 
Wi' houses in a raw, 

Siae straight this da; 

Tho' ane wad search the warld roun'; 
He wad be sadly plaguet 

To find in it anither town, 

Sae neat sae trigly bigget. 
So, like sagacious Sheba^s QueeB: 

Wi' Solomon o' auld. 
No the ae halfo* what I've seen. 

Had e'er to me been tauld 

On onie day*. 
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The fitf eets are clad, frae side to side, 

Wi* a* kin kind o* people ; 
Some houses here wad mak' you dejM, 

* They're high as our kirk steeple. 
Here books o* poetry an' rhymes. 

Are placed against the windows, 
An' rubs an' touches at the times, 

Whase beauty's like to blind us 

Wi* glare this day. 
What {Scotsman's bosom does na' swell 

Big wi' an honest pride, 
To see auld Reekie bear the bell 

Frae ilka town beside ? 
Stop here — amidst a scene sae gay, > 

And in a thoughtful mood 
The venerable pile survey. 

Of stately Holyrood^ 

A while this day* 
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O'er ruinM grandeur's sad remains 

Here let the Muse deplore. 
While solitude and silence reigns, 

Whar kings hae reign'd before ! 
Warm glows my blood within my veins. 

To think on days o' yore ; 
Here dwelt those chiefs, wha on our plains, 

The tide o* battle bore, 

Formonyadayl 
High frowning from yon rugged rock. 

Deep mark'd thro' length o' years. 
Half hid amid the city's smoke. 

The Castle bauld appears ; 
In per'lous times, whan war's rude shock 

Rung in the nation's ears, 
Auld Scotia^s sons did thither flock. 

An' shook their dusky spears, 

In wrath that day! 
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To tell its public places a'. 

The haunts o' arts an' knowledge. 
Wad tak' frae me a month or twa, 

Tho* I'd been at its CoUege ; 
Waesucks ! that learning's fav'rite seat 

Shou'd ever want a riggin. 
That Art should owre her pillars greet. 

Or Knowledge gang a beggin% 

On onie day ! 
I've sent a book — ^you may look on't— 

Wrote by ane J T ^mson ; 

Wi's bushy head stuck i' the front. 

He's but the Muses' lame son ; 
There's ay something in life a cross. 

An* wi' a sma' discemin', 
Ye'U here observe an unco loss, 

An' that's the tjoant o' leamin* 

In him this day« 
E 2 
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I ken, had I been smoothed an* filed. 
Brushed up in leamin's chammer ; 
Sae hard for words I needna' toiled^ 

Nor made sae aft a stammer ; 
For tho' a genius shou'd be fine. 

An' fitted to enlighten. 
Hell never cast sae great a shine, . 
Unless that leamin' brighten 

Him up some day. 
Now if you find the Muse jocose. 
Pray answer this by Post, man ; 
If not — ^why then e'en mak' it prose, 

I winna grudge the cost, man : 
Yet sweet is the poetic strain. 

To ilka rh3rmin' brither ; 
If time permits, I'll try't again, , 
An' scribble you anither. 

Some future day. . 

Edinburgh f Jtdy \ 
26th, 1801. J 
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s — ^th^s 



Lament in rhjrme, tho* rhyme shou'd fail 

To tell out sic a moumfu' tale ; 

O, lucky B ^k ! come weep an' wail. 

You hae great need ; 
For he, wha aften prie'd your ale — 

T — m S th, is dead ! 

Let ilka auld wife o' the town, 
For him put on her mournin' gown. 
While fast the tear comes rappin' down 

Big as a bead ; 
** He's gane ! he's gane !" cries ilka lown, 

T— m S th is dead ! 

E3 
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Ye bonnie lassies ! leave your sporting 

An* look demur as ye war' dortin*, 

For wha like him cou'd spae your fortin,. 

Whan ance weel fee'd ;. 
He gae you either lang or short ane ; 

But now he's dead ! 
Ilk cobler now may hing his head. 
An' deed himsel in sable weed ; 
A' you that weel can birse a thread ! 

Come gie a rair^ 
The king o' a your core is dead, 

He'll mend nae mair 1 
Ye gangrel bodies beggin' meal ! 
For him come gie an unco squeel^ 
Upo' your shoon he ca'd a heel 

In time o*- need ; 
But Death, wi' heart as hard as steel, 

}$si& dung him dead. 
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Foul fa' tliat ^ousum chiel ca'd Death ! 
Wha staps the best o' fallows' breath ; 
Whare'er he gangs, there nought but skaitK 

Does march afore him ; 
To kill a thousan,' he's nae laith, — 

A plague come o'er him ! 
Whan T — ^m put oii his bra- tied wig, 
His fine black coat, his breeks sae trig, 
An' cocket hat — he looked fu' big. 

Nor ane did dread ; 
He was the saul o' mony a rig ; 

But now he's dead I 
O' a' thing he made merchandise, 
An' strove his customers to please ; 
He dealt in butter, eggs, an' cheese, 

" A' tiling but bread;'" 
Poor bodies never did he squeeze. 

But now he's deaiL 

£ 4 
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He' likewise bought up hens ail' cocks, 

An' sell't them to the gentle fo'ks ; 

He pleased them weel wi' words an' jokes, 

Frae his lang head ; 
He was as cunnin' as a fox ; 

But now he's dead ! 

Fu' aft he gaed to Cellartfyke, 
To get a caller scate to pike ; 
To trust them ought he made a fyke. 

Thought it absurd ;<— 
« I'll tak'," quo' he " whate'er you like, 

Except your tvord /" 
In winter whan the times were bad. 
Nor wark nor money to be had, 
(An' thrifty fo'k e'en doufFan'.sad) 

' Baith were sae scanty:; 
'** The L— d be thanked," ay he said, 

" I wantna' plenty.** 
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An' then 9 as to his fortin telliri', 

Nae spae-wife e*er cou'd be mair willm'ti 

HeM tak' a penny or a shillin'y 

As you inclined ; 
But he ne'er liket to be sellin' 

His tveird for wind. 
He made the lasses ay fu' fain, 
And pleased them a' wi' hopes o' men ; 
^* A scdlor kissed you last, I ken — 

** As sure's I'm here, 
** He quickly will be back again, 

" Wi' heaps o' gear I" 
•<* An' I will tell you something better, 
*« You'll shortly hae to cross a water ; 
<* But, ere that, you'll receive a letter, 

" Gif no miscarried ;"— 
He gart them trow, by this his clatter. 

They'd soon be married! 
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Unto a wife he ne'er was linket ;. 

The bonnie lasses ay he jinket ; 

He kiss'd them too — at least some think it, 

But what remeady— - 
His gear he rather chose to drink it. 

And now he's dead. 
O' stories he had routh an' wale, 
A lang dark night he'd gar you smile ; 
To hear his tales* — cam' mony a mile 

Baith auld an' young ; 
Nane feared begunk, nor yet beguile, 

Frae his glib tongue. 
He sang wi' glee, " Come fee him^Jather ;" 
An' baith the parts o* ^^ Maggy Lauder y* 
An,* tauld how that she cam' frae Ca'der, 

But Robin* s reed 
Gart Maggy dance tho' no ane bade her— > 

But now he's dead ! 
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Brave stalwart Wallace aft he actet^ 
An' o* his deeds baith siung an' cracker? 
How Southern lowns in twa he hacket 

As sliced he butter : 
How ten he slew, an' five he thwacket 

Down in a gutter^ 
Some spitefu' chiels, by way o' banter^ 
Gae him the name o' the Gallanter ; — 
But when placed by a fu' decanter 

Wi* reamin* head,. 
He was a perfect Tarn 6* Shanter * — 

But now he's dead. 
Whan he was young he aft gaed streachin 
Saxy aught, or ten miles to a preachin' ; 
But time his locks had lang been bleachin''^. 



* Tarn loe*d him like a vera brither ; 

They had hwnfoufir weeks thegither*^ Burmo*- 






•?6 

Which jstapp'd his speed; 
•A kirk^at last» he scarce cou'd reach ane. 

But now he's dead 1 
By yon auld aisle, in hallowed ground, 
His lonely grave is to be found ; 
Whar spectres walk their nightly round, 

Wi* ghastly dread ; 
Ye howlets I hoot the moumfu' sounds 

T— m S— th is dead ! 

' The foregoing Poem was written in 1802| at whioh time 
the subject of it was alive. 
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THE EPITAPH. 



Here lies the dust o' poor T — ^m S— th ; 

Few in this life did bless him ; 
But nowy sin' he's gane hame wi' Deaths 

Fu' mony a one will miss him ; 
For, tho' nae doubt he had his drolls, 

And frailtieSy as hae you. 
He strore to mend his neighbours' soles ; 

And to his last was true ! 
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PER CONTRA. 
Ye auld wives ! whisht your din a wee, . 
Ye bonnie lasses ! dight ilk e'e. 
Ye Coblers ! wi' your heads a-jee. 

Now cease your grievin' ; 
The fient a dead, na dead is he, — 

Tr^4Xi S-^h is livin' ! 
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LINES, 

Addressed to the Author by 
Captain H ] 

6F 
Tie Reyal MartMM* 



Mt pen. Dear Gray^ I take in hand. 
And fain would join the rhyming band ; 
To learn from them the art sublime 
Of making verse, and killing time ; 
Condiict me, then, I beg you will, 
To that famed «pot, the Muses hill ; 
Present me to e&ch charming maid, 
On whom all Poets call for aid. 
Ere they can spin one happy line 
In which the sparks of Genius shine. 
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Refuse me not,— 'tis vain to say. 
You're not acquainted with the waj ; 
The road you know and often tread^ 
Nay, all the paths, that to it lead. 
To you familiar now are grown, 
As not a Muse will dare disown : 
Present me then — and should they smile,* 
When next I write 'twill mend my style* 
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AN8WEA, 

IMPROMPTU. 

. I, , J ■ „.l llg— B 

Dear P le, an hour after dinner I got 

While sitting at table your excellent note ; 
But then after dinner, pray who can find time 
To answer a Note, if that Note is in rhjrme ? 
But now quite refreshed, having sipped up some- 

tea, • 

And from conglomeration my ideas free ; 
I have taen up my pen, and shall scrib-scribble on, . 
Tho' the Muses methinks! never come off Toulon; 
For here, L — d preserve us ! the weather is such, . 
*Twould frighten I'm certain a Lancashire witch, , 
Or strike with amazement a bold Lapland hag, , 
So rude are the puffings from Boreas's bag ; 



■ ^ 
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For we toss and we tumble, and billows sodrencfa 

one. 
That I oil wish the Devil would take all the 

Frenchmen ; 
Or that some Jcick Ketch in his mercy would 

hang them. 
Or, would they come out, then,, my boy, Jiow we'd 

bang them ! — 
But, now to the point, without more excuses, « 
I would willingly usher your way. to the Muses^* 
But, tho' I have pester' d some friends with mj^ 

rhymci 
I vow, up Parnassus I never could climb ; . 
Tho' low at its foot I've been oflen a nibbler,.* 
Each Muse would disown me,, a poor pettyr 

scribbler: 
Can I then presume to lead you up Famassus^^ 

e: 
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'When Pre ne*er caught a glance of £he sweet 

lovely lasses ? 
On your Pe^ojiwboldyi with his saddle of cloudy 
You will mount like .a Sailor ascending the 

shrouds; 
'On mine tooy my lad, up the hill I will follow; 
So at once let us both make our court to ^|9ofib! 

H. M. Ship Units, 



M. mp Vnitiy\ 
of Toulon. I 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



ffaving previausljf lent him RaiHsoj^s Poenii. 



My daiaty fiien' an' social eallaii ! 
How get yott oa wi' hoaest AUan f 
How like you his queer -knacky style ? 
Do his auld phrases gar. you smile i 
I doubtna' but you'll think them fine^ 
They'll mind you o' the days langi^ne I 
O leese me on our eaFly dayl^ 
Whan Hope was cheer'd by Fancy's rays-! 
Whan, blyth as burdies on the brier, 
We wander'd there, and dander'd here ; 
Life's lengthen'd prospect seem'd right faiis 
Nor yet was kent that carlin Care! 

F 2 
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But scarce toe we to manhood growug 
When a' the fairy prospect's flown ; 
Instead o* Fancy's rays, we^see 
The thick ovists o' ReaUty ; 

And findy lang ere our day grows late. 

That Hope was but an arrant cheat ; 

While gimin' Care, wi' wrinkl^t brow, 

Does a' our footsteps quiek pursue 1 ^ 

Yet sure it is a pleasing- trance, 

To cast a retrospective glance^ 

And fond recal our early days. 
Endeared to us a thousand ways ; - 

The bums, the braes, whac aft we'd iroam 
Till night and hunger forced us home, 
Imagination loves the theme ; 
We prize the dear delusive dream ; 
Unconscious that it cannot last ; 
While Mein'ry pond'ring on the past. 
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Still draws it out in loiig'revie'ir, 

Andy pleased^ we think the picture truo. 
We wake — ^'tis gone, without a trace! 
And Disappointment takes its place-; 

While sage Experience whimpers low, 

<* Man ne*er was truly blest below !** 

But hey ! whar hae I got to now — 

My friendy I've maist forgotten you, 

Forgot to thank you for your letter, 
Tho* lang I winna be your debtor ; 
But, whan auld Scotia comes across pie, 

Ye maun expect at times to lose me ; 
For howe'er bleak her mountains blue, 
My heart to her is warm an* true ; 
In spite o* Sammy Johnson* s e*e, 
Wha cou'dna see a single tree. 
Of size for pin to hing a hat on. 
Or strength to hang an auld grey cat ^, 

F 2 
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Tho* he perambulated o*er 
Mair space than e'er he did before; 
Yet, had he looket sharp around. 
Enow o* trees he might hae founds 
To hang a' rogues on English ground ! 

Were Scotland void p' shrub an' tree,, 
Still wad it hae some charmsfor me^. 
For never lightlied be the ground 
Whar Hospitality is found. — . 
There Industry is blest wi' health. 
Which mak's amends for want o* wealth ; 
There Friendship binds her fitromgest ties^ 
Love t^ks a language wi' the eye»; 
There bonnie lasses, bloomin' fair, 

Wyle the fond heart frae warldly care ! 

Love for their country, all men shew itf . 
TTie Statesman, Warrior, and Poet J 
But you and I, removed afar, . 
Maun bide the bick'rip brunt o* Warj 
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An' some may think the Gulfed Venice^ 
An' ither thoughts, frae hame may wean us; . 
They're sair mistaken, — ^nae foreign part,. 
Like Hame, can interest the heart ; 
Hame mak's the breast wi' rapture swell ; 
There Peace, Content, and Pleasure dwell J! 

• 

As Is'raPs sons by Babel sat, 
An* sighed — but Sion ne'er forgat ; 
Till Mem'ry quite the brain forsakes,- 
We'll ne'er forget the land a* Cakes I 

In verse the fourth, o' your bright turns j^ 
Wha is't ye class wi' Robin Bums? 
(Lamented Burns! what iron e'e 
Can yet refuse the tear for thee ? 
Lamented Burns /what heart o' stane ■ 
Can yet refuse the pitying. mane ?) 
For me, sae high ye 'manna praise me,) 
Or, I will think ye mean to ^ziis-xue ; ; 

F 4f- 
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YoUvinight as weel> in merry veiDy 
Compar'd an eagle wi' a wren ; 
1 never yet had the presumption. 
To think that I had half his gumption; 
Jn Poetry he was a Master, 
.While I am but a Poetaster ; 
It's true, at times, whan things ^e wrang, 
I put them right wi' rhyme or sang ; 
A sang can soothe the grief-worn heart, 
For Music is a heav'nly art ; 
Just croon a simple line or twa« 
O' " owre the hills an' far awa',** 
What dear ideas crowd, the mind. 
Of objects lov'd, tho* left behindi 
But Burns /. to Genius ever dear, 
^Charmed ilka heart, pleased ilka ear ; 
; Since he's awa', ne'er to return 
\We feel, that " Man 'was made to mourn. P^ 
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To-morrow, if you*ll come an* dine, 
I promise you a pint o' wine ; 
An' what a* Scotchmen think a treat, 
A singet sheep's-head wi' the feet, 
Which vera guid to fill the bag is, 
Tho' scarcely equal to a haggis. 

Then come — an' whate'er be the cheer 
Ye'se.get a hearty welcome here. 
But whither ye do come, or stay, 
. I'm yours fu* tculy, 

Charles Gray« 



H* M. Ship Units y AdriatiCfl 
Ajprit 6th, 1807. J 
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EPITAPH 

For the Auihof^s Mother. 
Te young and gay who tread this ground 

Blush not to shed the conscious tear. 
Perhaps ere long the turf-clad mound. 

May cover one your soul holds dear. 
Sweet is the trump of airy Fame 

To the young Warrior^s ravished ear ; 
But sweeter far a Mother's name 

To him who holds afiection dear. 

Hor know— <a Mother lies below 

Who once was loved, with love sincere, 
Tho' Death long since has struck the blow, 

Sweet is affection's -silent tear. 
Time may deface the Sculptor*s. art, 

And Sorrow cease to drop the tearc; 
But while Affection warms the heart. 

Still will a Mother's name be dear ! 
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SONNET, 

On hearing the clock strike twehci on the- 
Slst December^ 1802. 



Hark! 'tis the village bell, whose solemn sound: 

Proclaims in longhand melancholy tone, 
That Time again has run his annual round, 

And that another year's expired, and gone ! 
Time I thou defacer of the Sculptured stone. 

Thou leveller of all things here below, 
The clay-built cottage, and the princely throne,. 

Without distinction are by thee laid low ! 
Without a pau3e thou run'st thy swift career, 

Unthinking man does not perceive 'tis so, 
He hopes another, and another year. 

Till Death unlooked for, strikes the fatal blowl 
But thou at length shalt waste this earthly ball, . 

And one wide conflagration ruin all ! 
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S O^ NET. 



No more I sing of Beauty's witching charms. 

Vain idle dreams, and hopes of future joy. 
Since Beauty's self has fled my longing arms^ 

Far other subjects shall my pen employ ! 
Fondly we linger about those we love, 

And whom we love we easily believe : 
But what dire pangs must all our feelings move, 

When the false fair one smiles but to deceive- 
In vain for me the vernal roses blow. 

In vain for me the violets breathe perfume ; 
The fragrant breezes no delight bestow ; 

All Nature seems enveloped in the ^looth 
Of my sad soul ; — oppressed with care and woe, 

My joyless hopes must centre m the tonibi 
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VERSES^ 

ON 

THE BIRTH DAY 

OF 

A- YOUNG LADY. 



Aurora's smiles the hills adorn^ 
That day the infant Jane was born ; 
A sweeter rose ne'er graced the thorn^ ., 
Upon an early morning. 

And like the rose-bud wet with dew, 
She seemed a lovely plant to view ; 
Wliile fair and tall this flow'ret grew,., 
The beaiity of the morning ! 

Now full in native beauty blows, 
Unrivalled in our plains, this rose ; 
O ! spare it ev'cy wind that blows. 
Spare it ye blasts of morning! 
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In Autumn when the flowerets diet 
And all their leaves wide-scatterM lie, 
Then may its fragrance reach the sky^ 
That oft ..perfumed ihe nxuming ! 
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EPISTLE TO R. I. MAHKiKCii. 

« ... .1 "^T^ 

YouR'letter, Sir, cam' safe to hanfl. 

Last night by nine o'clock ; 
When round the fire a chosen bandy 

CrackM mony a noisy joke ; 
I read it owre — sic was its power^ 

Fa' soon it stop'd their reelin' ; 
I weel cou'd trace, in ev'ry face* 

It touch'd ilk tender feelin% 

The " Vision o* the hearts o' men 
" Laid open to your view," 

Nae little did my bosom pain, 
I'm wae to think it true ! 

The Savage race, wha hunt an' fhase^ 

The deer upo' the hill. 

Are aften times mair free frae crimes 
Than we o' better skill. 
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Enlhusiasniy wi' frantic face. 

By fause Religion fired. 
The ways o' God still tries to trace^ 

And thinks hersel' inspired ! 
While ither some ne*er fash their thum% 

Are pleasM wi^Jbrm an* sheuo^ 
The better part (I mean the hearty) 

It never gies a throe ! 

Anither set affbct t' adore 
Tlie God o' Love an* Peace, 

Yet frae their ha', they spurn the poor 

As o' anither race. 
Wi* routh o' store their cup rins o*er. 

As down they sit wi' glee, 
Their God they serve, the poor may starve 

Ere they a cr urn* will gie. 



Some mortala, ^ver wrapped in gloom 

An' ghastly Syperstition, 
Ne'er -view sweet Nature's vernal bloom. 

But in a aour condition ! 
God in his ire, in hail an' fire» 

They worship and adore ; 
In drearest forms, with clouds an' storms, 

They dothe th' Almighty power 1 

As heav'n's the prize to be obtained. 

Sure a' shou'd set about it : 
Already they the goal hae gained, 

An' wha wiU dare to doubt it ? 
Sure as they are, they y/Ct may miss'lv 

Maugre their pray'rs an' graces ; 
Their love to God does a' consist 

In gloomy lengthen'd faces 1 

G 
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JEet Spring put off her robe of greea^ 

Let Summer disappear ; 
het bounteous Autumn quit the scene» 

An* Winter rule the year ; 
Xet thunder grumble lang an* louc^ 

To make weak mortals stare ; 
And Darkness with her sable shroud,^ 

Reign round forever mair f 



The lang fac'd tribey-^-a scene sae dire, 
Nae doubty wad please their eyes ;— <^ 

But let us ask — does God require 
A gloomy sacrifice ^ 

Can he, who eyer dwells in light, 
«Whom darkness never shrouds^ 

Can such a being e'er delight 
To hang our brows with clouds t 
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To give a charge so false the lie 

Requires no angePs voice ; 
Ten thousand singing birds that Ry 

Bid Human kind rejoice ! 
The cheerful face, the heart sincere. 

The smiling clean abode,-— 
Whatever exalts our nature here 

Must pleasing be to God*. 

Tho' short an* fleeting be the date 

Assigned to Man below ; 
He fain would lay his crimes on Fate^ 

As cause of all his woe: 
But let him scan the matchless plan^ 

Which God alone hath given ; 
Let truth preside, and reason guide^ 

His erring steps to heaven^ 

G2 
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Orim Bigotry may grane an' stare^ 

Wi' self religion crammed ; 
Thinkin' that he shall win up there« 

An' a' the re^t be d ned i 

Well may we sigh ! — His Charity 

Nae farther is extended 
Than to his sect^ (nae doubt th' eled^) 

Whase brows are ne'er unbended ! 

Mark how they deal damnation rounds 

And straiten heaven's road ; 
Presumptuous mortals ! thus to bound 

The mercy of their Godi 
But RobiUf lady let you an' I 

Act far a wiser part ; 
Nor let us judge^ since God on high 

Can only know the heart ! 

Anstruther^ April 1 
Ut, 1802. J 
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SONNET. 

Adieu to Love. 
Ah ! why unconscious do I heave the sigli I 

Why does my mind start back an struck with 
dread; 
Why falls the big tear from my red-swoln eye^ 

As if I mourned for the departed dead i 
Cease! cease, mj tears, — ^be still my troubled 

mind. 
For love sliall never more disturb my rest ; 

Nor longer shall I sigh, " unkind ! unkind!'*' 
I'll banish tlie loved object from my breast ; 
Love, there no more shall hold his cruel reign ; 

His frenzy shall no more distract my brain ^ 
I'll tear the subtile tyrant from my heart ;. 

I'll bid tha false and fickle sex adieu ! 
Nor u'cr believe that one of tliem is true,— - 

So Cupid L deiy tliy keenest dart ! 

G3 
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SONNET. 

77ie Recantation. 



Blithe as the birds that haunt the scented grove. 
No more I sigh, or shed the bitter tear ; ^ 
Again thy chains most willingly I wear^ 

And welcome thy delirium, O Love ! 

My Julia, lovely maid, once more does prove 
Kind as the vernal breeze in spring, that blowft 
With balmy breath around the blushing rose. 

And faithful to me as the turtle dove, 

"Sojalse reports my constant heart shall move : 
Firm as the oak upon the mountain's brow, 
I'll scorn each base attempt upon me now, . 

Of all that would my constancy remove ; 
In' vain they shall the seeds of Discord sow, * 
For from my Julia never more 1*11 rove ! • 
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SONNET. 

Addressed to a Lady* 

f Hus ever may my faithful bosom beat> 

While lovers the guardian of each tender 

thought! . 

The unity of souls is dearly sweet, 

Wheii Friendship ties th* indissoluble knot ; 

O ! if thy bosom ever heaved a sigh, 

If that fond sigh was only breathed for me, 

The powers can witness from their thrones on 

high. 

If e*er my bosom throb'd,— -it throb'd for thee! 

Then on thy love and friendship I rely, 

To cheer my life, and soothe my latest breath. 

When love with friendship's join'd,— how strong 

the tie ! 

Nought can disolve it but the hand of Death, 

In Death's drear vale each traveller walks alone, 

No friend can cheer us thro' the dark unknown! 

G 4j 



104 

TO A LADY 
With a Venetian Gtdd Chain- 
Could I a cunning workman find 
With Link» like these tiiy heart to bihdf 

It never more should wander free, 

< 

But live a willing slave to me ! 

Ah ! no-*fbr cast in honour's mouldy 

Thy heart disdains a chain of Gold ;. 

Resolved no tyrant^ power to prove^^. 

But li^ea slave alone to Love I. 

These links tho^ wrought with nicest arl^ 

Can ne^&t enchain a roving heart ; 

Love's magic chain, so light and fine^ 

Alone roust make the wand'rer mine I 

Strong are the links of Love, I ween>. 

Although his fetters are unseen ; 

Then Cupid act a friendly part, 

^nd wind thy Chain round Delia^s heart ! 
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EPITAPH 
On a BlacksmitH^ 



Beiteath this stone, consigned to rot^ 

Lies a true son of Vvkan^ 
Who had a live coal in his throat. 

That made him love a ftil caniu 

Yet all the liq^uid that he dronk^ 

Did never it extinguish : 
Indeed, 'tis said, he owned it frank,, 

He ne'er did such a thing wish*. 

Full well lie loved a drinking bout. 
Whoever did the cann fill ; 

But now his fire has quite gone out,. 
Attd clay-cold is his anvH I 
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For one day as he cracked a joke. 
Amid some jovial fellows, 

Death, at a blow, entirely broke 
The wind-pipe of his bellows 1 

His hammer now neglected lies; 

His iron he'll ne'er thump it. 
For never more will Bumioind rise« 

Till he hear the last trumpet ! 



SONGS. 
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SON& 

On the Battle of Trafalgar^ 



IT Fame sound her trumpet, let loud camioni 

roar; 
nd Echo repeat to each land and each shores 
ow the vaunting Armada -of Gallia and Spaia 
r true British valour is conquered again ! 

reat N«lson so jealous of Old England's right, 
!owed with zeal for the war as their fleet hove 

in sight ; 
len quick flew the signal to ev'ry man's Tiew^ 
31d England expects that your Duty you'll dol** 

le Action commences — ^but who can pourtrajf 
le deeds that were done by brave Britons that 
4ayi 
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Where each man was a hero whose bosom beat 

high. 
Resolved for his Country to conquer or die ! 

r 

Fierce rages the Battle— Death flies on each ball, 
And England's great Hero is destined to fall! ' 
But Victory crowns him as she rides o*er the 

waves, 
And proclaims that true Britons shall never be 

slaves! 

Ye sons of the ocean his memory revere 
For to you was the guardian of Liberty dear; 
l^ow the Genius of Britain weeps over his grave, 
And exclaims, — " Here is buried the Good and 
the Brave P* 
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SONG. 

The bloom o' youth's on Nancy's cheek. 

An' love sparks saftly in her e'e ; 
Her auburn looks sae smooth an* sleek, 

I own, hae quite enchanted me ; 
Her cottage stands on yonder hill. 

My way lies thro* yon lonesome grove ; 
But, tho' the night'& baith dark an' chil>y 

I will gae see the lass I love !. 

For what is wind or what is weet,. 

Or a' the terrors o' the night. 
Or what is snaw, or what is sleet. 

When gaun to meet my 'heart's delight f' 
Nor snaw, nor sleet shall frighten me, 

I'll tak' my plaid an' out I'll rove, 
I'll pass the grove, an hill sae hie^ 

And syne I'll see the lass I love ! 
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Her een are like twa blobs o' deir, 
That sparkle on the flow'ry thorny 

Her breast is o' the iily^s hue. 
Her face is &irer than the mom a 

But a' her charms an^ native grace 
Had nerer power my heart to move^ 

<jif virtue too had not a place^ 
' In the sviseet bonnie lass I love ! 

Ae kiss o^ her sweet bonnie mou, 

A kind look frae her sparklin* e^e^ 
A squeeze o' her fair hand» I trow. 

Far, far owre-pays a^ toil to me 1 
I .envj not the rich or great, 

Sae lang as she does constant prove ; 
For what is a' the pomp o' state. 

Compared wi' the sweet lass I love? 
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SONG. 
T«JNS^-^<< Whistle owe the lane 9*t^ 



Will Shakbspbare, in his witty pago. 
Compares this wide world to a stage» 

An' we as actors a' engage. 

To — ^whistle owre the lave o*t I 

Chorus. 
In human iifs^ Iplainhf tee^ 

A^ tsear the mask in Mome degree ; 
This ane ^noill cheats that ither lie,-^ 
A* tvhistle owre the lave oH ! 

The Parson in the kirk will4>reach, 
And what is fair an' honest teach ; 
'But, ance he's gi'en a wee bit sketch, 
'He'll whistle owre tlie lave o'ti 
In human lifcy Sfc. 

H 
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The Merchant, wi' his high shop rent, 

WiU fairly charge you cent, per cent^ 

An' in your lug some lie will sklent. 

Syne whistle owre the lave o't ; 

In human Ufe^ Sfc. 

The Landlord, wi' his beer sae sma% 
Instead o' ane will score you twa ; 
U h-11 he has nae fear ava, 
But whistles owre the lave' o^t ! 
In human life^ Sfc. 

The Soldier, tho' he drills a» day, 
An* right an'' left does face away;^ 
At night, he's happy wi' his pay. 
An' whistles owre the lave o'ti 
In human life^ 8fc* 
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The lazy Beggar, clad in rags. 
Can scarcely budge below his bag9 ; 
But at a Gill he never lags. 

To whistle owre the lave o't ! 
In human li/e^ Sfc- 

The Poet flatters wi' his rhyme, 
Some Lord to fill his pouch an' wyme ;; 
For, deil a bit, he mony a time 
Can whistle Owre the lave o't ! : 

In human life^ I plainly see^ . 

A* tioear the mash in some degree ;: 

This ane mU i heat^ that ither lie^ 

A* nohistlc owre the lave o't ! 
H 2 
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SONG. 



TimE,— " Humours ofGleru 



f9 



'*TwA8 ae day in Autumn, aii* just i* the 

gloaming 
As wand'nn* adown by the'bumie sae clear, 

wha do ye think I shou'd meet in my n^aminy^ 
But Nancy, sweet Nancy, my ain only dear i 
The leaves o* the trees war* thick fa*in* around us, 
An' a* thing look'd dowie'but Nancy^siair face. 
An' blushin' she looked as thenewris'n moondoet^ 
Whan first she peeps out o' the watery space! 

1 gaz'd on her charms sae sweet an' invitin% 
An' cried, a' ye powers wha' govern above ! 
JSure woman was made for man to delight in ; 
An' .cauld is.that breast ne'er enliven'd by lovei 
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For what can compare wi* the thrinin' emotion^. 
The safl perturbation that 8wells i' the breast, 
The sigh that is breath'd wi* the utmost devotion, 
And the soul wi* delight an* wi' rapture opprest ^" 

WhanNature'sasleepian'theloudwindsareroarin^" 
Owre mountain an' dale, thro* valley an* tree, . 
The charms o' my Nancy I still am adorin', . 
For they are as Spring or as Summer' to me 1"^ 
fresh on her cheek are the new blawin roses>« 
Eiove flings his fond blinks frae the tail o' her e*"^;: 
And deep in her bosom, there peace ay reposes, . 
Wiia'd banish it thence? O it ne'er shall be me! 

H 3 
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SONG. 

# 

Tune, — " The Cottage on the moor} 



When balm-breathingflow*rs fill with odourtheair, 
While frolics the Spring on the banks of each rill« 
If Nature delight you — then quickly repair 
To yon neat little Cottage that stands on the hill y 

How fair is the view — ^how it gladdens the heart! 
The birds sing so sweet, each rude passionlies still; 
I gaze on the scene, and am loath to depart 
Prom the neat little Cottage tliat stands on 
the hill. 

Here love may find haunts, and true friendship 

a seat. 
And all their fond thoughts to each other reveal ; 
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O grant me, ye pow'rs ! such a happy retreat^ 
Apart from the world and its peace-slaying ill ! 

Here Health and blithe Industry find their em> 

ploy, 
The one keeps the Cottage, the pther the Mill; 
Hospitality greets you with aspect of joy. 
Whene'er you arrive at the top of the hilk 
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SONGw 



TuNBi— -^^ Omnia vincii amor^ 



»f 



Forever bkssed be the day 
And doubly blest the morning' 

That lovely Nancy came this way^ 
Nor met my love wi* scomin* ;. 

What dear ideas, .hopes, an' fears, , 

Rush'd in upo' my fancy ! 
1 saw, and at the first sight lov'd 

The meltin' form o* Nancy ! 

Fair as the momin's orient beams 
Whan ilka bird is chantin' ; 

Gay, as the lambs upo' the knowesi^ 
jSae harmless, an' sae wai^on ; 
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For heav'nly make, an* angel air^.. 

Her like I never can £ee ; 
Ae smile frae her sootk'd a' my care; : 

Sae .<;harmin' was my Nancy ! 

But oh ! she's laid in the lone house, . 

From whence there's nae retumin!'; 
An% deaf to love, and deaf to joy, 

Hears not her lover moumin' ! 
For gowans grow whar lowly lies 

The object o' my fancy ; 
But nought can raze frae my sad soul,, 

Tbr idea of my Nancy 1 
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SONG. 

Air, — " Gramachree?^ 



^Oh ! ask me not why thus I mourn, 
Why hang the pensive head^ 

Can joys departed e'er return, 
Can roses bloom when dead ? 

O there was one — her name still dear 

Lives in ray bosom's core ; 

But fruitless is the falling tear— *- 

I Jie'er shall see her more J 

With her I've pulPd the sweetest dower. 
That grac'd the early Spring ; 

With lier I've spent the lover's hour, 
That quick was on the wing : 
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Spring's early flowers no pleasures yield- 
The moments linger slow ; — 

The sweetest flower in Nature's field 
j^ow lies, alas ! full low ! 



rs* 



SONG. 



TiXNE,— « Miss Admiral Gordon^ Strathspey:^ 



Of a' the lasses e'er I saw- 
In silk or satio drest ;. 

^ane o' them can compare ava, 
Wi' her that I lo'e best ; 

Her air an' mien bespeak a queen,^ 
She's comely in her dress ; 

Ah' what is mair, she's guid as fair,^ 
Which mak's me lo'e my Jess.^ 

Aff times at e'en^.we meet unseen, 
Aneath the hawthorn bush ; 

An' when my love, for her I'd provtj. 
She answers wi' al)lush ; . 
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And fondly to carets 
A nymph 9ae rare, neguU aae fairf 
Sae chanatdi' m myrJetsi 

Ye pcywers wha gie ilk ane his share, 

Tho' thankless man repine. 
Grant me but this, I ask nae maii;, 

Just mak' dear Jessie mine ! 
"The joys of love I hope to. prove. 

An' ilka earthly bless. 
When I am joined, in hand and mind, 

Wi* my dear lovely Jess! 

But gif that she prove fause to me. 
An' slight my simple vow, 

.Tho' sure I think it canna be, 
Wha's proved to her sae true ; 
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My bosom's grief will seek relief^ 

Frae sic a sad distress, 
In some lone cot, to be forgot ; 

But still rU bless my Jess ! 
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SONG. 
Jean Anderson my Joe^ 

ORy 
AN ANSWER 

TO 

*** John Anderson my Joe** improved by 

Burks. 



Come, say nae mair to me^ Jean^ 

I'll do as you desire ; 
Yet still I like to sit at e^en> 

In winter by the fire : 
Wliat taak's me rise sae soon, Jiean, 

You surely ought to know ; 
« Auld use an' wont," we ne*er forget, 

Jean Anderson, my joe ! 
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^^^Vhan Nature fin t began, Jean, 

To try her canny hand, 
Ti*B true she first made Man, Jean» 

An' ga'e him great command ; 
•But naething wad content him, Jean, 

Tho' kn^ 6* a' below. 
Till Heaven in pity sent him, Jean, 

What maist he wished, — a joe ! 



Tho' fiome may say I'm auld, Jeai^ 

An' say the same o' thee, 
Ne'er firet to hear it tauld, Jean, 

Tou still look young to me: 
Jin' weel I mind the day, Jesokf 
Your breast was white as snow, 

4An' waist sae jimp, ane might k span,^ 
Jean Anderson, niy. joe ! 



U9 



Our boiHiie burns' bairnBi Jeaii, 

WP rapture do I see. 
Come toddlin' to the fire^sidei 

Or sit upon my knee : 
If there is ^pleasure here, Jean, 

Or happiness below. 
This surely maun be likest it, 

Jean Andersen, my joe ! 

Tho' age has sillar^d owre my poM^ 

Sin' we were first acquaint. 
An' changed my glossy raven locks ; 

It's left us still content ; 
An' eild ne'er comes alane, Jean, 

But aft brings mony a woe, 
Yet we^ve nae cause for sic complaint, 

Jean Anderson, my Joel 

I 



In.kinocence we've spent our iajB^ 

An' pleattant looks the past ;' 
Nae anxious thoughts alarm us,. 

We're cheerfu' to the last : 
Till , Death knodc at our door, Jeao^, 

An' warn us baith to go. 
Contented we will live an' love,^ 

Jean Anderson, my joe ! 

it's now a lang, lang time, Jean^ 

Sin' you an' I begun* 
To sprachel up life's hill,. Jean ; 

Our race is nearly run ;^ 
We baith hae done our best, Jeao^ 

Our suii is wearin' low ; 
Sae let us. quietly sink to rest« 

Jean Anderson^ my joe ! 
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SONG. 



Tune,: — " Jenny^s Babee," 



O ! Jenny's form is quite divine ; 
Her een like polished diamonds, shine, 
While grace and modesty combine. 
To charm my heart an* e*e.; 

The lily an' the rose entwine 
Upon her cheek, to paint it fine, 
An' love, I trust, will make.her mints,, 
By a' the powers on hie ! 

Of her esteem I am possessed^. 
An' she by me issae caressed, ^ 
That trifles never can- molest 
Our sweet tranquillity :.. 
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IVban^a* the lave hae gane to res^ 
An' I recline on Jenny's breast, 
I cry. Was e'er a lad sae blest. 
Or ha'f sae happy^s me? 

Let kings contend about a crown, 
An' paughty statesmen seek renown; 
Let gentry lie on beds o' down ; 
Sic things are far frae me ; 

If Jenny dear were once my own. 
Then let blind Fortune smile or frown. 
Of a' the lads of diis our town. 
The happiest w^l I be. 

Tho' far &ae hame, I aften rove ; 
My thoughts still haunt her in the grove; 
Tho' absent,— faithfu' as a dove, 
An^ she's the jsame to me ; 
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At lasty whan I am called abore. 
To taste the purest joys o' love, 
£v'n there we'll meet, an' ne'er removes- 
True love can never die ! 



rs 
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ADDITIONAL STANZAS 

TO 

MAGGY LAUDER. 



The cantie Spring scarce reared her head. 

An' Winter yet did blaud her, 
Whan the Ranter cam' to Anster fair. 

An' speired for Maggy Lauder ; 
A snug wee house in the East Green, 

Its shelter kindly lent her, 
Wi' cantie ingle, clean hearth stane, 

Meg welcomed Rob the Ranter ! 

Then Rob made bonnie Meg his bride. 

An' to the kirk they ranted ; 
He played the auld " East Nook o' Fife ;'• 

An' merry Maggy vaunted. 
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That Hah himseP ne'er^layed a dpriit)gi| 
Nor blew sae weel his ch^teFi 

For he made Anster town to ring ; 
An' wha's like Rob the Ranter ? 

For a' the talk an' loud reports. 

That ever gaed against her, 
Meg proves a true an' carefu' wife. 

As ever was in Anster ; 
-An' since the marriage knot was ty'd> 

Rob swears he cou'dna want her 
For he loves Maggy as his life. 

An' Meg lo'es Rob the Ranter 
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SONG.. 

~ T«mE,— *« Largos Vale/^ 
Fabewxll ! ye fcenes to me sae dbar^ 

Whar aft I straTed iii early youth. 
Ere yet this breast knew ought o' caret. 

Whan a^ waa innocence an' truth ; 
As distance dims you frae my gaze^ 

I take a lang, a last adieu; 
An* think on a' my artless wajSy 

Whan life, an* love,. an' hope,. were new!; 

I sigh to leave ilk fav'rite scene, 

Endeared to me by mony a tie ; 
The bonnie burn ah' washin' green,. 

Whar aft I frolic'd whan a boy ! 
But, oh ! wi' Jessie thus to part, 

Whah ties sae strong our bosoms bind, 
Ties — love has twined around ilk heart— 

The thought distracts my anxious mind ! 
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A^ on yon burnie's braes I've strayed^ 

Whar saugh-wancU wave beside thestreaia;' 
An' there afl met my dearest maid, 

An' spent the hour in love's fond dream !: 
There, as the sun declined^ we lay. 

An' curious watched th'^unwary fly, 
An' aft the trout wad seize its prey. 

An' aft the tear bedewed her eye*. 

Now, far to foreign climes I go,. 

An' leave the bum an' washin^ green*; 
Nae mair to meet whar hawthorns blow^ 

Tho' fancy lang will haunt the scene ; 
An' aft will picture Jessie there, 

A-wandering by the burnie's side^. 
An' hear the sigh that's lost in air. 

An' see the tear, that awelb the tide ! 
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SONG. 

^TtrwE, — ** ITie hut time I came o*er the mnoor?^ 



THERE'lives by yon auld time-worn tower, 

An artless bonnie lassie. 
As ever^graced ft shepherd's bowe?. 

Or tripped alang the causey; 
Her pauky een are heav'nly blue, 

How lily-white her bosom ! 
Her cherry lips, o* coral hue, 
. Are sweet's the openin'^blosom. 

Just look into her bonnie face, 

Examine ilka feature. 
It tak's nae art, I trow, to trace 

The picture o' guid nature^ 



»■ 
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Sure Nelly's ifthape, an' lovely een 
A thousand faults might cover ; 

An' tho' she courts na to be seen. 
Ilk hone^ heart maun love her. 



vHave you e'er marked the primrose sweei^ 

When first it decks the valley, 
Bend down its head wi* dewy weet ?— 

That rose resembles Nelly ! 
iFor sorrow's notes ne'er reach her ear, 

Frae Cottage or frae City, 
3ut soon they bring the gen'rous tear, 

The heav'nly drops o' pity. 

O Love ! inspire some gen'rous youth 

Wi* passion true an' tender, 
Whase spotless soul is steel'd wi' truth, 

JPrae life's ills to defend her; 
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« 

For eawy yfle, an' malice keeii^ 
Still haunt ilk idrtuoua aedon; 

The good we do in life^ short scone' 
Is f((rilowed by detcaotioiL!: 
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SONG. 



TuNE,^^' The Caledonian Hunfs DeJigW 



Ye lingering hours flee by in haste! 

For I can taste o^ joy nae mair ; 
Hk weary moment now I waste, 

Ilk day I close in dark despair ; 
Ah ; why did I believe her tongue. 

An' the fause flatf rin' smiles she gave ; 
Sut wha coii'd think that ane sae young 

Wad talk, an' smile— ^ut to deceive 1 

Wliat tho^ I waste ilk hour in care ; 

An' slighted love be ill to dree f 
May some fond youth prove true to her, 

Tho' she has proved sae fause to met 
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Since she is gane, a'' Nature's blooi»i 
Alas ! can yield me nae delight ; 

Then welcome dreary Winter's gloom^- 
And welcome woe-concealing night ! 

Fareweel I Fareweel ! ye wavm* woods^ 

Ye shady bow'rs, an* flow'ry groveHy 
Ye wand'rin' burns, an' dashin' floods. 

Ye scenes made sacred by our loves^! 
Ye mountain clouds, hung fu' o' snaw. 

Pour down in haste your flaky store ; 
Ye winds frae a' your caverns blaw^ — 

For me can simmer charm no more ! 



143 

SONG< 
TvNE,— *" Green groxvs the rashes^ 



*»•» 



Chorus. 
Fair/a* the lasseSy O I 
Fairfa* the lasses, O I 
And dool and care sttil be his share y. 

Wha doesna^ lo^e tlie lasses, O I. 
Pale Poverty an' girnin' Care, 

How lang will ye barass us, O t 
Yet light's the loady we ha'e to bear,. 
If lessened by the lasses, O ! 

Fair/a*, Sfc. 
Tlie rich, may sneer as they gae by, 

Oc scornfully may pass us, O, 
Their better lot let's ne'er envy^ 
But live aa' love the lasses, O ! 

Fairfa\ S^a^ 



144 

Why should we erer sigh for wealth? 

Sic thooghts shou'd never fash us, 0, 
A fig for pelf, when blest wT health* 

Content^ an** bonnie lasses, 1 

The ancient Bards, to shawtheir sktB, 

Placed Muses on Parnassus, O^ 

' But let them fable as they wiU, 

My Muses are the lasses, 1 

Fairfa\ SfC 

The drunlcard cries, the jo3rs o^ wine 
A' Ither mirth surpasses, O, 

But he ne'er kent the bless divine. 
That I hae wi' the lasses, Oi 

Fairfk\ 8^ 
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When I am wi' the Chosen fbn^ 
The time £uf Quickly passes, O, 

But days are hours, an' less, I trow^ 
When I am wi' the lasses, O I 

Fair/a* f S^c* 

When joys abound, then let a round 

Of overflowing glasses, O, 
<Srae brisk -about, an' deaii drunk out. 

The toast be— *^ Bonnie lasses,'^ Ot 

Fatrfa* the lasses^ O ! 
Fairfa* the lasses, ! 
And dool and care still be his shart^ 
Wha mdnna toast the lasses^ 04 

K 



SONG. 
TtJNE,--" Captain (yKean 






A* Nature blaoms boimie on muirland an' vaUej,^ 
The blackbird's shrill note is now heard frae the 

tree,-. 
The mavis sings sweet as the voice a' my Nellys 
But Nellys unkind, tho' nae fause unto me. 
Love sits like a god on the throne of her eye, 
She looks like an angel just come frae the sky ; 
But wae to her smilin', wh$n it's sae beguilin', 
Tho' pleasin' to her itmaljiesithers to sigh! 

The sun rises brightly the green hills adorning. 
What heart but rejoices his lustre to see ? 
But, alas ! I awake and the beauties of morning 
jSo sad is my heart, are unjoyous to me ! 



147 

E'en in dreams o' the night I dree a' her scom^ 
The frown of a fair one, ah ! can it be borne ? 
My soul shut to gladness is deep sunk in sadness; 
All Nature looks gayj» yet love makes me to mourn i 
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i 



148 

SONG. 
Tone*—" Tar «» that, at? a' that^ 
A laMie fair (the deil-ma-care) 
Ance slighted me an* a' that. 
But did' I'm poor, you're vera 8ure» 
I didna like to claw that ; 
For a' that, an' a' that, 
I'm hearty still for a' that, 
I gat the sl^hty I took it light. 
An* that's the way to thraw that. 

Gif they shou'd nick you wi' this trick. 

Ne'er break your heart an' a' that. 
Just glowr i^out, you'll find ane out. 
Will «a8e jour pain an' a' that, 
An' a' that, an' a' that, 
Your sighs, an' sabs, an' a' that» 
Sae never pine, about a quean. 
There's plenty yet for a' that J 
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He is a fool, wfaa raak's't a rule. 
Ne'er for to wed an' a' that ; 
Whan ance a lass, to hinr proves fause^ 
But tak's to bed an' a' that ; 
An' a' that, an' a' that, 
Nae Doctors drugs an' a' that, 
Will ever prove a cure for love^ 
Eike kiss again an' a' that ! 

Grif I can find ane to my mind,. 

My heart an' hand an' a' that, 
To'her I'll gie baith frank an' free,. 
They're my delight for a' that ; 
For a* that, an' a* that, 
They're dear to me for a' that, 
I lo'e them still an' ever will, 
Tho' ane did^iV^ an' a' that ! 
K 3 
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SONG, 



Tune,—" My only joe and dearie^ OJ 



Wi'ixuest love, I love thee Bell— 
But dinna ye be saucy, O, 

Or why I love, I winna tell. 
My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, O ^ 

It's no thy cheek o* rosy hue, 

It's no thy little cherry mou. 
It's a' because thy heart's sae true, 
My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, O ! 

It's no the witch-glance o* thy e'e, 
Tho' few for that surpass ye, O, 

That mak's ye ay sae dear to me. 
My bonnie black-e^ lassie, O J 
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'^Ii*s no the whiteness- o'- thy skin. 
It's no love's dimple on thy chin ;«•> 

•It's a' thy modest woYth within. 
My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, O ! 

Ye*smilesae sweet, ye look sae kind. 

That a' wish to caress ye, O, 
But I adore thy heav'nly mind, 

My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, 0! 
I've seen thy een, like chrystal cleai^, 

Shine dimly thro' saft pity's tear. 
Which mak's you ever, ever dear 

To me, nay black-e'ed lassie, ! 
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SONG. 



Tt7NE|— -*< ^fy Dearie if thou did. 



ft 



Can love^ with all its magiC charms,. 

Now ease my souf of pain. 
Since I must leave thy loving arms 

Ah I ne'er to meet againi 
O no J it adds a thousand, pangs 

To my too feeling heart ; 
And ev'ry nerve with anguish twangs, 

At that dread word—Depart I 

Since &te decrees that I must go. 

Let not thy heart repine ; 
Nor sink thy soul too deep in woe, 

Since thou can'st not be mine ! 
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Flurewell tnor ever tfaink of Ine ; 

But, tho' I leave this shore. 
Still my fond heart shall sigh, for thee> 

Xm life iteelf is o'er! 
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SONG. 



Tx7NE,~« EUrick Banks/* 



JBalbirmie Wood ! bloom ever fair. 
Your shrubs an' flowers be ever green:; 

May Summer lavish beauties there ; 

There let me wander late at e'en ! 
And let me steal a peep unseen 

At Mart/, as she walks that way. 
The bonnie lass sae neat an' clean— 

The bonnie lass I saw yon dayJ 

The setting sun gleamed thro' the woody 
The pearly dew lay on the green ; 

Amang the trees the cushat coo'd. 
While love an* pleasure crowii'd the scene! 
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'''Whan trippin' up a bads, bedeeiit 
Carney blushin' like a morn in Maj, 

As fair a lass as e'er was seen,-— 
The bonnle lass I saw yon day ! 

Few words we -spake, — she passed by; 

Her glance that moment won my heart. 
An' still at e'en I linger nigh, 

An' late it grows ere I depart ; 

There Mary walks, frae noise apart, 
Sae sweet, sae innocent, an' gay, 

The bonnie lass that stole my heart,— 
The- bonnie lass I saw yon day ! 
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TuOT,— " Hie Mil, MiUy Oi^ 



Sweet, sweet flow&the Tdy^ 
In its meand'rin' way, 
While dashin' owre linns pours the Clyde, 0! 
But no stream in the North 
Is so pleasant as the Forth, ^ 

Whar aft wi* my lassie I've strayed, O ! 
In the sweet bushy bowers, 
On the loved Fifan shores, 

I've sat, an' fond-courted the maid, O I 
While oft the silver moon 
Has gained her silent noon. 

Ere we slowly quitted the shade, O ! 

* Part of the first stanza of this Son^ was written bj 
an acquaintance. 
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Ah ! how happy my days, 
Whan friendship's mild rays. 
Were mixed wi* the raptures of love, 03 
No thought an' no care. 
For life's mornin' rose fair, 

Andy careless, I ventured to rove, O ! 

How altered the scene ? 

Life's cares intervene, 
Nae mair thro' these pleasures I range, O ! 

What gave joy aft hefore. 
Now pleases no more. 
And manhood laments the sad change, 01 
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SONG. 



TtJNEy — ** Bonnie Dundee^ 



»» 



Grim Winter was howlin' owre muir an' owre 

mountain, 
Aa' loud blew the win' on the wild stonny sea ; 
The cauld frost had locked up ilk. riv'let an' 

fountain 9. 
As>I took the road that leads north to Dundee; 
Tho' keen blew the snell win', my heart was fu' 

cheery, 
An' cantie I sung as the bird on the tree ; 
For, whan the heart's light, the feet winna soon 

weary, 
The' ane shou'd gang farther than bonnie Dundee! 
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ArrivecTat the banks o^^weet Tat/'s flowin* riverj;; 
r looked, as right rapid it rowed to the sea r 
An' fancy, whase fond dream still pleases us ever. 
Beguiled the lone passage to bonnie Dundee. 
There gloWrin'about-:^! saw in his station. 
Ilk bodie as eydent as mid-summer bee ; - 
Whan fair stood, a mark in God'»lovelj. creation, 
Ypung Peggy f the pride a' sweet bonnie Dundee! 

O, ay sin' the time I first saw the sweet lassie, 
I'm listless, I'm restless wharever I be ; , 
I'm sad, an' I'm silent^ an' afl I'm ca'd saucy. 
They ken na' — it's a' for the lass o' Dundee ! 
Lang, lang may her virtue be guarded by honor, 
Tho' anither may wed her, yet weel may she be; 
An' blessin's in plenty ay shower'd down upon her: 
Tho' I never mair see the lass o' Dundee ! 
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SONG. 
Tuin,— « Wme breo/dnpeck o» maui.*' 



Let drunkarcb sing in praise o' wine, 
ITheir midnight balls an' social iglee ; 

But Scotk^s sons may fidge fii' fain. 
While thejr hae routh o' barley bree. 

Chorus. 
French brandy is but trashy (^mefcft I) 

Their foreign rum 1 do/wna prie ; 
Gie me the sterling pith o* maut^ 

Aboon them a* it, bears the gree f 

The workman, wha has toil'd a' 'day. 
Sits down at night frae labour free, 

>See care is fled— -his smile how gay> 
Whan owre a pint o' barley bree. 

French brand^^ ifC* 
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Gif onie ane in barlock-hood, 
Shou'd wi* his neibour disagree ; 

Let them baith gang in jovial mood. 
An' settled owre th6 barley bree. 

French brandy^ 8fc. 

For barley drink, wad they but think, 
Is cheaper than a lawyer's fee ; 

Tho' sairly vext, ay mind the text,— 
" It's best to tak' a pipt an' gree." 

French brandy ^ Sfc- 

I've seen a chiel cou'd hardly speak,^ 
Whan ne'er a drap was in his e'e ;. 

But he cou'd lecture for a week. 
Just gie him ay the barley bree !• 

French brandy^t S^a^ 
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Whan I*ve a baubee in my pouch, 

I aften bid it frank an* free ; 
Then care can never mak' me crouch : — . 

The life o' man is barley bree ! 

French brandy is hut trashy (shameJaH!) 
Their Jbreign rum Idotvnapries 

Gie me the sterling pith o* maut, 
Aboon them a' it bears the gree ! 



SONG. 
Tune, — " Wandering IVillie" 



What low mournfu' sound comes over the ocean^ 
*Ti8 the voice o' my Nanie I hear on the wind ; 
In the saft notes o' sorrow she wails for her Willie^ 
And gently she chides me for lingering behind ! 

O soon would I flee to my faithfulest Naniey 
Nor ocean nor mountains shou'd keep me afar ;; 
But low and dejected in damp dreary dungeon, 
I'm forced to remain a poor prisoner o* War !■ 

The wind fiU'd each sail, as we homeward were- 

steering. 
But Hope on her anchor lean'd pen:^ive an' sad ;- 
She pointed to home, and she pointed to Nanie^ 
Yet my heart aft misgave me, — I couMna be gludll 
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SONG. 
Tune,—" Roslin Castle.* 



Sweet Dreel Tupon whose gowany braes>. 
Fair Fifan lasses bleach their claes, 
Whar' aft I've strayed wi* list'nipg ear, 
The murmur o' thy stream to hear ; 
cSweet Dreel ! endeared from infancy. 
By love's fond glance, and friendship's tie,. 
Endear'd by mair than I'll reveal. 
Now I maun leave thee, bonnie Dreel ! 

The primrose paints thy braes in Spring,. 
The birds amang thy bushes sing ; 
There E'enin' aft has fand me stray. 
With ane sweet as thy banks in May ; 
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ButnoWy alas ! I maun awa' 
Whar billows roll, an* tempests bla'; 
Unsungy un headed then shall steal 
To sea thy waters, bonnie Dr^l / 

Yet there the birds will sing as sweet. 
As when my dear an* I did meet ; 
The gowan fair, the primrose pale. 
With the same hues shall paint the dale, 
Tbe sun shall shine as fair on high, 
Tho* distant far an* sad am I: 
Scenes o* my youth ! a lang fareweel,— 
Adieu! for aye, sweet flowery DreelJ 
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